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heart until we came into the street of Northamp-
ton." Only force majeure could prevent Wesley
talking, as when on the day of the snowstorm we
have seen him battle with, he fell in with a clergy-
man ; but alas, toothache quite stopped his mouth.
Those who had business dealings with him soon
found what sort of man they had to do with.
" Sir,'3 he wrote to a landowner at Newcastle, " I
am surprised. You give it under your hand that
you will put me in possession of a piece of ground,
specified in an article between us, in fifteen days
time. Three months have passed, and that
article is not fulfilled. And now you say you
can't conceive what I mean by troubling you. I
mean to have that article fulfilled. I think my
meaning is very plain. I am, Sir, Your humble
servant/3 He got the piece of ground.

The building, the Orphan House, for which he
wanted the land, was one of the corner-stones of
his structure, the apex of a triangle of which
London and Bristol were the base points. He had
first gone to Newcastle at the suggestion of Lady
Huntingdon, the St. Theresa of the Methodists, as
Horace Walpole called her. Immediately his
heart went out to the " wild, staring, loving
society,33 for it was always enlarged towards the
desperately poor, even if in the north he some-
times had to speak " strong, rough words.33 The
land, however, was only a beginning ; how put up
a building which would cost seven hundred
pounds ? He had not a penny, he struggled along